BRIGHTWOOD   HOSPITAL
August sixth, 1921, ii am.

DOUBTLESS it has often occurred to you, while deciphering
this journal, that the book was not only a private repository
for certain experiences and impressions which I did not care
to share with any of my contemporaries, but was in the
nature of a little sanctuary where I might solace my
loneliness.
For many years this journal has served as my most
confidential friend, and many a long evening has been made
endurable by the somewhat laborious game of burying these
observations in the code.
You will not think it strange, therefore, that since my
marriage I have had no inclination to resume this eccentric
pastime, Helen's sweet companionship has completely filled
my life. I have had no temptation to slip away by myself,
in the late evening, to document the events of the day;
though there have been plenty of occasions when the events
were even more worthy of record here than some of the
items you have read.
I have not given this journal a thought for a long time.
And I might not be writing these words to-day but for the
fact that I want you to have access to a few of the thoughts
expressed yesterday in Chicago at the funeral of my valued
friend, Doctor Clark Russell.
Before I attempt to recover these significant words, let
me sketch briefly the present state of my various interests.